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“aMuasic! musie!" wasec all around.
"' The sunshine fairy ‘of happiness and
dontentment returned, unable to resist the
magical strains that soflly summoned her.

* 4've dot & tunping little Tetter for Mit
Harlow,” eried Mary Loe, as she held u
& neatly folded note  “The doctor div
10 me, and e tissed me, too;"" and she
bounded into the school house, her bonnet
thrown back, and her laughing face just
mn‘g from amidst a profusion of golden

) put Back the “disordered hair,
end ' ber fondly. = As she perused
the note her face mirrored a gratified heart.
Jt was s pressing, yet polite request to sup
with the doctor’s family. © Mary, who had
been samestly st her, said, **Mit
Harlow, don’t cry now. She has dota

letter. Her toss old mudder didn’t
M it
Annie looked surprised at the little prat-
tler, but instantly she recalled an occasion,
when the perusal of a letter from home,
bringing & orowd of fond recollections,
had-quite overwhelmed her. In reply to
the child’s inquiries, she had simply in-
formed her that the letter was from her
er. She could notrepress a smile, as
whe _n'l‘Flllnul to the innocent one the true
state of the oase.
.+ “Mymudderistoss,” said Mary, mourn-
fully, “and Ned Fisher says she drinks
'in.."
“'Annie averted her head, to hide the
‘blinding tears, for too well she knew that
sweet liftle-Mary Lee had anintemperate

- . tfully. sped the evening at Dr
L] .
_ D‘“&‘l i Y g :

in music and conversation. The
“benevolent old gentleman, whose heart
had never been c! aored‘}:y ;os or daugh-
.ter,-and 'whoconsequently had spent ina-
ny lonsly hours, looked with deep interest
z{ Annie aod Fortescue, so ﬁoun , 80
‘fuir, so full of hope; and from the evident
‘sitisfaction ‘of his guests, he derived a
huppiness ot less than their own; while
they thought him the most agreeable, the
best, lndiinde_ﬂ old gentleman they had
‘aver seen. As they concluded a sweet
plaintive air, and the minﬁliug melody of
their voices died away, the doctor removed
his ginsses from his eyes, and brushing
AWAYy & tgar, said, “My children, while
you have been singiug, a little plan for
amusement, and msy be benefit, has oc-
curred to me. Never, to my knowledge,
Nus there been a pic-nic here; but several
times in my lrnerl in other places, | have
been favored with an opportunity of attend-
‘ing them; and I think them the pleasantest
‘l'ni'molt natural entertainments in which
1 have ever participated. = My idea is, that
ws get up something of the kind, say for
the children, with permission to invite their
parents. Like you, Annie, I believe in
rendering children happy.” .
" wOht ﬁaiig’hlhﬂ." cried Annie; “justthe
thing!” and her eyes beamed pleasure.
so wAnd what oharm;n groves you have
for the se,” said Warren.
“Ch::il:l:, indeed," replied the doctor.
#And how sweelly the woods will echo the
.musie of the children’s happy voices, as
they sing some of thoss good cold water
} fd by Warren and Annie; and
than we will haye some large swings sus-
pended from the tall trees, and likewise a
erous repast of cakes and fruit.”
As Annie was leaving the doctor's door,
ded by Fortescue, the old gentleman
m\ﬁmlrin her ear, *‘Remember, it will
devolve on you 1o assibt me in entertaining
‘miy guest while he remaine ﬁ:é‘h us; and
i ws, but, you may & recom-
“,h’ie%”&rqn r things have happened.’
”‘r’lm confident that 1 shall be recom-
‘pénved,” replied she, sedretly- rejoicin
that lh:'rb moon had not power lo reve
her blushes, .
And Annie did find a recompense, and
.offeotuslly indeed was Mr. Fortescue en-
tertained by her, ie ssked no other
“recompense than thesociety of so winning
and inte t s gentleman, and she never

’id - ld’dr ] Oli"e. md
boihe " Phn’fn"liin. %her they
mgm snd snalysed mosses and flow-

ers, of which were found in these parts
. many rare and beautiful kinds. Often,
the, t;of some green hill, they

Ahle mﬂgzomul* of all scenes,

mer sunrise.  With Yeelings of awe
admiration;” contemplated the
us hues and silvery floating clouds
 wide azching blue, #a it bent to the
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Goodwell's cane, go limping to a party,
My father will go, 1 know he will. He
likes Miss Harlow so well.’

‘And farmer Goodwell shall .go, too,’
gald Job, ‘and his wilfe. Poor old folks!
ﬂu'} don't take much' comfort of life.’

he day for the pic-nic arrived, and a
fine day it was., The ehildren, in their
clean clothes, with their clean, bright,
laughing faces, were assembled at an ear-
lyhour. Annie, dressed in pure white,
with a single moss rosebud peeping from
her wavy brown heir, reminded one of
purity and love embodied.

‘Aint our schoolmarm pretty?’ asked Job
Brewer, for the hundredth time; and *aint
she,” was repeated with strong emphasis
by the boys.

‘She is coming this way,’ said they, for
she had not yet recognized them, al.
though they had done their best to altract
her aitention.

Then such a brushing of hair and ele-
vating of heads was seldom seen, plainly

proving that no common character was |i

near. And they, as she kindly took them
by the hand and greeted them cordially,
well knew that they were objects of interest
to her. Kindly she smiled on all, both old
and young. Job’s dark eyes beamed his
gratification, as she seated herself between
the rough old farmer and his wife, and
commenced conversing in gay and pleas-
ant tones, as if resolved that they should
be led to feel the joys of the occasion.
And he knew that the old man's heart
groew tender while listening to her, and he
was glad; for ofien had Job spoken her
praises at home, in glowing terms. Some-
times, too, -they looked at him, and he
knew they were speaking of him, and his
heart beat, but not” with mortification or
fear.

*My mudder has tum, Mit Harlow,’ said
Mary Lee, joyfully, as she presented a
pale, haggard-looking woman, though in
enrlier days she must have been strikingly
handsome, for each feature was faultless,
‘Mudder, here's my pretty, dood litile
toolmarm,’- continued Mary; and Annie

extended her hand, a bright blush erim-
soning her cheek, called forth by the child’s
artless praise.

‘I 'am happy to see you here, Mrs. Lee,’
said Annie. But you look tired and warm.
Go with me, and sit 'neath that shady
oak, and rest and rafresh yourself.’

‘How kind, how innocent, how beautiful,’
thought Mrs. Lee, as Annie led the way,
and the poor, neglected woman, so little
used to the voice of kindness, wiped away
& tear with her coarse handkerchief,

Mary Lee's mother hud seen other and
far better days. Once she was as innocent
and fair, and happy, too, as Annie Harlow,
But he 1o whom she had given her young
heart had become a drunkard. Poverty
had followed, friends had deserted, and
the hapless one, instead of seeking for
comfort from the right source, had turned,
in the wildness of her despair, to the in-
toxicating cup. Now slept her husband
in & drunkard's grave, and only Mary was
left her, and though she loved the child,
the force of long-coutinued habits clung to
her tenaciously. There were no Tempe-
rance Societios there, and the case of the
;:ouﬁrmad inebriate was viewed as hope-

ess.

But Mrs. Lee's heart was not at all
hard, and as Annie talked so respectfully,
even tenderly, to har, and spoke in glow-
ing terms of little Mary's loveliness, a
feeling slightly: alin to hope and pride,
crept through her desolate heart, and she
wished (O how vainly,) that she might for-
get her own degradation. And then, when
Annie’s swanlike ‘notes floated out upon
the air in words that breathed of new life
and hope for the poor inebriate, she wept;
and hers wore repentant tears:

Mr. Larkins, too, who, when it had first
been announced’ that Annie would sing,
had turned suddenly away, declaring that
he would ‘not hear any of that nonsense,
not he, indeed, as the soft, sweet sounds
fell upon his ear, had been drawn nearer
and still hearer, #s though under the in-
fluence of a powerful psychologist; and
now he stocd close’to'thie spot from whence
the' sounds proceeded, bending forward
‘with breathless anxiety, one ear'u ed,
a8 if fearful to' miss a single note. Not till
recently had he heard of the new arrange-
ment for singing during vecess, and not
tilk to-day had requested ‘the’ ‘committee
man’ to put a stop to ‘such nonsense.” It
seems needless to say the request was
never repeatad; and though Mr. Larkins
did'not say it pablicly, he acknowledged
to himself, that of all the good and' pleas-

4 [sut things of that day, the singiog was the

best. |
«Just as Dr. Gréenr, Mr. Fortescue dn
Annie were discussing, in an under 'tone,
the power of moral stasion, in the very
midst of the happy assembly, Ned Par.
woma' father, who ‘had not ‘before had an

a:d- raspod her hand with such warmth,

That
y, doesit, | clamation of pain. ©

opportunity of greeting Annie, advanced,
"l'llh‘ilwy' lhcillpprnlul 'ln'-:';.

ment, while Dick, poor Dick, groaned
aloud.

The doctor and her friends, noticing
her embarrassment, though greatly sur-

rised, endeavared to change the subject
y & proposition to swing. But Mr. Par-
sons was in earnest, and would not be in-
terrupted. *Dick,’ continued he, ‘roared,
[ tell you, and declared he would never
go to school again. I didn't know but |
should have to gin him another basting, to
make him come. A better boy [ never see,
than he is now, and 1 lay it 1o that, for
you know Solomon says, ‘Spare the rod
and spile the child.’ I'm his way of think-
ing, and [ don't believe in playing with
boys nother.’

*True, neighbor Larkins,” remarked
farmer Goodwell, ‘and right glad was I to
see my Job come home with a bloody nose.
You do jest right, schoolmarm, he'd no
business interfering when you undertook
tofi\ra a bad boy a decent thrashing, and
it done um good, every soul on um. If
they had got the upper hand on you then,
we should have Esd & broken school,
that’s for sartin.’

‘But [ don’t understand you,' said An-
niey recovering somewhat.

*Ah, ron‘ve forgot it, then, but the boys
aint, I'll warrant you,’ said farmer Good-
well, looking at her with a patronizing
smile.

‘What shall we do?' said boding Bill.

‘It's all out, now, and we miust do the
best we can,’ replied Mike. ‘Own up.’

‘Boys,’ asked Annie, turnipg to them
with a look of perplexity, *what does this
mean!’ The moment she saw their pale
and anxious countenances, she was con-
vinced that they well understood the mys-
tery, and she resolved not to press an in-
vestigation, for she felt unwilling that a day
opening under such bright auspices, should
terminate sorrowfully. '

But the bold and far-seeing Mike knew
very well that an explanation must come,
and believing this to be the most favorable
opportunity, related the whole story, in his
usual witty and comical style, only inter-
rupted by the irrepressible laughter of his
emused auditors. It was all quite new to
the doctor and his friend, as well as to
Annie, and at each fresh disclosure they
looked at each other with merriment that
scarcely knew bounds. ‘The doctor ever
and anon exclaimed, ‘Capital! bright boys,
brave boys! well thought of! I'll risk
them anywhere!’ When Mike had fin-
ished his story, and the peals of laughter
which had almost rocked the trees had
died away, farmer Goodwell struck his
cane good-naturedly into the ground, and
cried, ‘Ha, ha, ha, that's a good one for
certain.’

*All of that, and no mistake,’” said Par-
sons, as he wiped away the tears which
his violent laughter had produced.

‘And now,’ said the doctor, smiling, as
he laid & hand on the shoulder of each, ‘I
shall never again expect to hear you advo-
cating the ‘cowhide;’ and I pray you,
don't send off Miss Harlow, because ol
the great truth that something beside the
blistered hands and brokefi noses has
made your boys what they are—ornaments
1o the place.’

‘No danger of that,’ they replied; *she’s
one first rate schoolmarm, and we want to
keep her here always.’

‘My mudder is sick,’ said Mary Lee,
sorrowlully, *and she is doing to die.’

With an anxious heart, Annie hastened
to her,

Mrs. Lee was stretched on her coarse,
but elean bed, pale and emaciated. *An-
gel of light,’ she exclaimed, extending to
Annie her thin hand, ‘I knew you would
come. | am sick, very sick. I cannot
live but = little while: yet do not weep, ra-
ther rejoice. My sins are forgiven, and 1
shall soon be at rest.

From that time Annie devoted her eve-
ry leisure moment to the sick woman. She
ministered to her temporal necessities with
ready skill. She smoothed her pillow, and
cooled her burning brow, with her soft
hand. She read to her, prayed with her,
and (he same gentle voice whose sweet
songs had aroused her from a fearful leth-
argy, soothed and cheered her passage to
the grave. ‘The benevolent Dr. (grean. too,
was constant in his attention, and Mr.
Fortescus, who, now that Annie was so
deeply engaged, felt quite lonely, visited
the sick woman often,

" sAh,’ said Mrs. Lee, on one of these oc»
casions, ‘she is &n angel, and though |
may not hope to reward her, Heaven sure-
lywill. Night after night has she bung
over me, refusing one moment's rest, -for
she well knows that no hand can deal 8o
tenderly with this wasted frame as her
own. Others are kind, but ah! there are

none like Annie Herlow, with her patient,

loving face, never weary of doi od.

llr‘. Fortescus had long felt :flhpﬂu'.
Lee, that there were none like Annie Har
low, tnd wal never so happy as whea.
hearing her praises; sud though he had

nie, who had communed much, well un-
derstood each other.

Mrs. Lee was dying. The moonbeams
sireamed with full radiance throuh the low
windows, and seemed to look mournfully
upon the scene.. The doctor, aided by

r. Fortescue, sustained her in an upright
position, and the tearful Annie wlu:lg!
snow-white fan to aid her difficult respira-
tions. The little pratiling Mary was now
quite silent, gazing with childish grief and
awe upon the sirange scene.

‘Fear not,” whispered the doctor, kind-
ly, ‘while I live, little Mary shall have a
II:om'a with me, and I will be a father to

or.

*And should I outlive you, said Mr. For-
tescue, ‘I will see that she has a home and
friends.’

A smile of gratitude played over the
features of the dying woman, and without
u struggle or a groan, het worn and weary
spirit found an eternal rest. When the
last sad rites were performed, Mary was
removed from her humble home to the de-
lightful residence of Dr. Green. As his
wile was too far advanced in years o take
charge of the little favorite, he gave Annie
a home under the same roof, as governess
for his adopted daughter. The arrange-
ment was extremely gratifying to Annie,
for besides affording her mext to her own,
the pleasantest home in the world, it ena-
bledp her to increase considerably, the
quarterly allowance which it had been her
habit and pleasure to bestow upon her
mother, |_n£ which, added to Mrs. Har-
low’s efforts, had rendered them quite ea-
sy and comfortable, and ennhleﬁuher to

ive the children the ‘benefit of an excel-
ent school at a short distance from the
coltage.

Late in September,- on one beautiful
moonlight evening, Fortescue and Annie

wandered forth together, The eyes of the |

former were sad and downcast, and for a
time he was silent.

At length he started from his reverie,
and producing a letter said, *This sum-
mons me from all these delightful scenes;
the purest and fairest of my life, and to-
morrow | must go.’

* What so soon?’ cried Annie, impulsive-
ly, and & cold shudder crept over her,and
Fortescue felt the hand which rested on
his tremble violently,

‘Yes, Annie, to-morrow; already have
[ lingered too lonﬁ. I have foreign busi-
ness to settle which demands my earliest
attention, and which is intimately connect-
ed with my future interests. Time and
distance may separate us; but only as-
sure me that change of sentiments never
can, and [ will ask no more. Say, Annie,
can I hope that when months—years per-
chance—have flown, that you will greet
my return with a glad heart—filled with
sentiments as kind as those you now en-
tertain towards me.’

Annie's head drooped upon his shoulder,
and those sweet, yet bitter tears replied.

He had gone. Her cheek was a shade
paler, and her voice more touching in its
sadness. But quielly, perseveringly and
contentedly she filled her allotted station.

As month after month rolled on, im-
provement was visible, even to her own
eyes, among the members ol her iuterest-
ing school, and she had the satisfaction of
feeling that hers was a path of usefulness.

Beneath her watchful cars litlle Mary
grew in wisdom and in every grace of
mind, and the doctor's home was never
before so joyful; for youth and childhood
were there, and the merry song and ring-
ing laugh echoed through the once quiet
hﬁls.

Twice in each year Annie visited the
home of her mother; and oh! with what
delight were the seasons welcomed by the
glad family! How the once little Henry
had grown and improved, and how pret-
ty and pleasant looked the younger ones!

Thus, three years have rolled away.
Fortescue having ndjusted his business
satisfactorily, has returned to gladden the
hearts of his old friends and refresh his
own, amidst those dear familiar scenes.
And he has come too. to claim his lovely
Annie. 'Tis the pic-nic snniversary.—
The same company, (with but few excep-
tions) are gathered that attended their first

c-nic, ﬂa same bright sun diffuses as
Elrighs beams as before. ‘The same green
trees are bending their shady branches
above them. The swings are there. the
repast and music. But they are changed,
ey are far less joyful than before;—and
why is it! She who had been to them as
sowg ministering angel of e, is to de-
art on the morrow, and they are assem-

d to breathe the unwilling adieu., The
children have gathered in the school-house
upder her, gentle and faithful tuohi:s for

the Tast time, and vain are all their efforts
to appear cheerful.

‘My father,’ said Mike Ha (now
quite & young man) ‘says that Hur-

low is going home to hadmarried, and that

b

bad to have the younger ones subjected to
the severe treatment that embittered our
former days, and made us brutes instead
of men.'

*] really think that Mr. Fortescue is the
only happy one here,” said Bill Larkina.
‘I never saw him so smiling in my life
His eye follows Miss Harlows constantly.
I know that she wishes he would leave her
and give her a chance to weep—for—obh
how sad she feels.’

‘Well Bill." said Mike, ‘I rather think
you would feel happy too, if you were on
the eve of marriage with such & good and
beautiful litle woman as Miss Harlow.
But she is coming. She has run away
from Fortescue.’

Annie advanced, and as she gave her
parting advice, tears coursed down their
cheeks, and the noble resolutions then
formed were remembered even in the stern-
er years of manhood.

iShe has come! she has come!'—cried
Henry Harlow to his mother, who with the
children was seated in the parlor waiting
her arrival.’

‘Yes' said linle Edith, *and she has
broughi some one with her, | wonder who
it is?

Cordial indeed was the greeting, and the
happy Edith danced around the room ex-
claiming, *Annie shall never go away
again.’

But it might not be so. She was to
stay but a little while, and then her pres-
ence was to glad another home. Yet the
tears that shone in that mother's eye on
the Lridal eve were not tears of sorrow;
no, they were tears of gratitude and ad-
miration. She yielded her beloved child
to Warren Fortescue without a pang; for
firm and just was the beliel that he was
worthy of her. Not even the prospect of
a separation marred their happiness.

Warren had chosen » beautiful resi-
dence in the Gity, close on the spot where
they had dwelt in the season of their early
prosperiyy. He had purchased and refit-
ted the house formerly owned by Mr. Har-
low and presented it to the widow and her
children.

Once a year they visited the still loved
spot where Annie had labored, and where
they had first met.

On these occasions a joyful party as-
sembled in the old grove to greet her, for
still she had & place in the hearts of the
people, and still was she interested for
their welfare.

Mary Lee was still a favorite and often
visited them; and when good Dr. Green
had finished his labors and gone to his re-
ward, Mr. Fortescue gladly fulfilled his
romise and gave her a home in his own
appy family. -
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From the American Union.

TOO WILLING BY HALF—A BOARD-
¢ ING-HOUSE SKEICH.

BY THE YOUNG 'UN.

Many of our readers will recognize the
point of the following joke, which we heard
related ‘‘long time ago,” but which we
never saw in print. It is & “good un,”
and will bear re-telling.

While General Jackson was President
of the United States, he was tormented
day afier day by importunate visitors, [as
most chief magistrates of this ‘‘great coun-
try” are,] whom he did not care to see—
and in consequence, he gave strict direc-
tions to the messenger at his door to ad-
mit only certain persons on 8 particular
day, which he was busier with state affairs,
than usual.,

In spite of this peremptory order, how-
ever, the attendant bolted into his apart-
ment, during the forenoon, and informed
the general that a person was outside
whom he could not control, and who
claimed to see him—orders or no orders.

“By the eternall” exclaimed the old
man, nervously, *I wont submit to this
annoyance. Who isit!”

“Don't know, Sir."

*‘Don't know! What's his name?”

“ His name! Beg pardon, Bir—it's a
woman."”

uA woman! Show her in James; show
her in,” said the President, wiping his
face; and the next moment, thers entered
the general's apartment, a neatly clad fe-
male of past the “middle age,” who ad:
vanced courteously towards the old man,
and accepted the chair he offered her.

«“Be seated, Madam,” he said.

“Thank you,” responded the lady,
throwing aside her veil, and revealing a
handsome faca to her entertainer,

“My mission here to-day, general,”
continued the fair speaker, “is a novel
one, and you cannot aid me perhaps.”

«Madam,” said the general, “‘command
me."”

#You are very kind, Sir.
woman, 'ﬂ)“‘l_"

1 am a poor

“Poverty is no crime, madam "

control, in that way—how much is ‘the
bill?”

“Seventy dollars, sir; here it in.”

«Exactly: | see.  And his, salary, mad-
.m?l' &

1t is said to be $1,200 a year”

o And not pay his board-bil?"”

#As you see, sir—this has been stand-
ing five months, unpaid. Three' days
hence, he will draw his monthly pay; and
I thought; sir; if you would be kind enough
l.-_.ll v

“Yes, | haveit. Go to him again, and
get his note to-day at thirty days."

«His note, sirl It would’nt be worth
the paper on which it was written; he pays
no one a dollar voluntarily.” -

“But he will give you his note—will he
not madsm?"'

+Oh, yes—he would be glad to have a
respite in that way for a month.no doubt.”

“That's right, then. Go to him, obtain
his note, at thirty days from to-day, give
him a receiptin full, and come to me, this
evening." '

The lady departed, called upon the
young lark, dunned him for the amount—
at which he only smiled—and, finally,
asked him to give her his note for it.

“To be sure,” said he, “give a note—
sart'n and much good may it do you,
mum."’

“You'll pay it when it falls due, won't
you sir, thirty days hence?”

“0, yes—sart'n, of course I will; 1 al-
ways pay my notes, mum, I do!”’ and as
the lady departed, the knowing young
gent, believed he hed accomplished &
very neal trick, once more.

[ wonder whatthe deuce she’ll do with
that note?! Gad! 1'd like to settle some
o' the other mccounts. in the same way.
Hope she'll have a good time getting the
money on that bit of psper ~ John Smith
1s rayther too well known for that!”* and he
turned with a chuckle, 10 his books, agsin,

The poor boarding-house keeper oalind
again upon the general a few hours sfles-
wards. 2

“Did you get the note madam?”

“Yes, sir—here it is."

The President quickly turned it ower,
end with a dash of his pen, wrote the
name of Andrew Jackson upon the back
of it!

+Take that 10 the bank to-morrow morn-
ing. madam, and you can get the money
for it,"" he said, hurriedly.

The lady acted accordingly, and found
no difficulty in obtaining the cash for it, st
sight.

A weck before that month's termination,
Mr. John Smith received a notice 10 the
following effect:

Bask o WasmscroN,——, 1832.

Sir—Your note for seventy dollars, is
due on the 27th inst., at this bank, and
you are requested to call and pay the same.
, Cashier.

“[Ta. ha!"* sereamed John, upon read-
ing this briefl note. *A capital joke, thas.
Can’tcum it mam—can’t no how!—Scare-
crow—left for collection—| un'stand—
won't do—no go!’ and John very soon
forgot it.

But *pay day” came round again——and
John took his monthly stipend once more,
$100, from the cashier of the department,
as usual. Ashe passed down the avenus.
the :impaid board-bill suddenly entered his
head.

*“Who the deuce now, has been fogl
enough to help the old 'ooman, in this bu-
siness, | wonder?” said John, to himself.
Gad! I'll go and see. It's all a hum, |
know; but 1'd like to know if she has real-
ly fooled any body with that bit o' paper:"

note, “lelt for collection against him,"!
“It was discounted,” said the teller.
“Discounted! why who in the world will
discount my note!!’ asked John amazed.
“Any body with such a backer as you
have got on this.”
“Backer! me—backer, whol”’
*Here's the note; vou can ses,"”
the teller, handing him the document—on
which John instantly recognized the bokl
signaturs of the then President of the
United States! %
“Sold by Moses!" exclaimed Jeohn,
drawing forth the money, with a hysteric
grasp—for he saw through the manage-
ment at a glance.
_ The note was paid of course, and jus.
tice ‘'was awarded to the spendilrify, at
once. ’
On the next moming, he found apon his
desk a note which contained the following
entertaining bit of personal intelligence.
To Joun Smitu, Esq. ;
Sir—A change having been made in
your office, I am directed by the President
:o inlorr;\ you that your servioss will no
onger be required by this department.
Yours, ——————, Secretary.
John Smith retived to private life, at
once, and thencelorth found it con
to live on & much smaller yearly '
than twelve hundred n year! baa.

®ip

and entering the bank, he asked for the.




